wherever you may be), and my personal favorite, the evening primrose, who opens only a few petals (they will drop off after her opening).
If not pollinated in twilight, as she hopes she may be, she'll stay open all night, on the off-chance a stray insect will come flying and do the trick. I am walking with an old witch (you should see her walking stick, with its wicked handle, splitting for her hands alone), she's telling me to smell this, taste this, put this in my pocket, leave those mushrooms alone, if I take just a taste I'll be dead in less than seven hours, and I don't want to die yet, I want to live a little longer, long enough to understand everything.
